Even a Loathsome Person May- 
Become Spellbound as He Faces 
a Masterpiece of Human Nature. 
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THE BLUE RIBBON 


BY GERALD BEAUMONT. 


I F you over go to Mexacana you 
will probably meet Mine. Double- 
Chin. Sh© is to b© found either 
behind the cash register in the 
Mexacana cafe or back of her desk 
at the inn which Is next door. 

Time was when little Dolores sang 
canciones de amor at the Purple 
Tigeon. and Mike Morwych sat in a 
corner of the Palace spinning the web 
of th© Devil's Spider and Johnny 
Powell ran the dice game at Bray- 
fleM’s. 

Now little Dolores is gone, so are 
th© Spider and Johnny Powell. 

‘T>lc© have their laws," says St. 
Ambrose, "which the courts of justice 
cannot undo." Johnny knew these 
lawp—and it was his business to see 
that no one broke them—at least not 
at his table. According to his own 
lights. Johnny was on the "up and 
up." Never in all his life had he 
cheated a man or wronged a woman, 
and from his own viewpoint he was 
not a gambler. Those who stood in 
front of hfs layout did the gambling. 
.Tohnnv merely reaped the mathemat¬ 
ical percentage of th© ivory god; in 
return for this he ran the game, per¬ 
forming mental miracles as he paid off— 
and preserving law and order with a 
mile and an automatic. Some day, if 
ha lived. Johnny would go down to the 
west coast, hang a hammock under 
a mango tree on his own ranchita. 
and never touch dice again. The blue 
eyes that looked out of Johnny's pale 
face war© very tired, though he had 
seen but twenty-four summers. 

Sometimes, when the take-in had 
been particularly large. Johnny dined 
at the Purple Pigeon. Here th© en¬ 
tertainment was first class. For ex¬ 
ample. there was Billy Nichols, who 
would malt© the saxophone laugh or 
weep in nin© languages: La Belle 
Helen©, th© whirlwind dancer who 
was Billy's wife; and there was, also. 
Senorita Dolores Romero. "Th© Bor¬ 
der Nightingale." who was a rare 
little moth, indeed. 

When th© lights wer© lowered a 
trifle and Dolores sang "Th© Dove's 
Lullaby,” Johnny Powell used to take 
two lumps of sugar, mark them 
dreamily with his pencil, and roll 
them on the tablecloth. But they had 
rot yet com© up the right way. and 
so he held his peace until they 
should. Meanwhile some on© else 
used to lean in th© doorway, listen¬ 
ing to Dolores, and pursing his thick 
lip© thoughtfully. 

It is impossible to describe Mike 
Morwych. 

Morwych owned the Palace, a fact 
which ©very one understood: but he 
was also the real proprietor of the 
Purple Pigeon, and this was some¬ 
thing that Johnny Powell didn't 
know and lit f le Dolores had found 
out to her sorrow. 


««T)UENO!” Up from his oil-lands 

13 °n the west coast came Don 
Tostado to earn the sobriquet of 
"Senor Sap" because of the ease 
with which he was plucked. 

The senor was abort and fat and 
fifty. His conquests of the heart at 
Mexacana were far too easy. He 
yearned for a senorita who would in¬ 
spire all his talents. Thus it was 
that he first heard of. and then be¬ 
held. the Border Nlgthingale singing 
fn the Purple Pigeon. One pudgy 
hand went to his bosom, and his eyes 
rolled. 

"Ah, Dios." he cried. **Aat last have 
▼ found the one dream of my life. 
Hither, leetlo ore—you shall at the 
same table sit with Don Tostado. and 
we will talk—no? Come" 

When one is an entertainer cer¬ 
tain things are incumbent. Dutifully 
Senorita Romero smiled upon her 
host, and fed the little man’s vanity, 
striving all the while to play the 
game ns squarely and skillfully as 
though she were Johnny Powell be¬ 
hind hi® layout at Rrayfleld’s; for She. 
too. sought only a legitimate percent¬ 
age. But alas, this was a more diffi¬ 
cult game. 

"Txxok uo. leetie one." said th© 
senor. "did I say that I have own 
tree t'ousand acre of oil. ar.d cm the 
amigo of the Jefe Politico? Bueno! 
▼n one. two, t’re© day I leave, and T 
take you wtz me—most assuredly." 

"Oh. hut T could r.ot." laughed Do¬ 
lores. "Already I have a queri¬ 
do-” 

"Bah! You have a sweetheart, and 
yet you wear no ring. What he 
ffeev you. eh?" 

‘OH querido Is not rich." acknowl¬ 
edged Senorita Romero. "So T do not 
©»k for diamonds. But always he 
1 ring me a ribbon for my hair, and 
with his own fingers does he tie the i 
bow. How he loves me, and how j 
V©r-©e jealous he is! You are kind, 
senor; but. truly—he may even now 
be watching, and he is mos* quick 
with the pistola. You must excuse 

T:> 0-- " 

But Don Tostado’s little black eyes 
rrrew red. The silverware clattered 
tinder the bang of a fist. 

"Am I a peasant?" he roared. "No' ! 
Ten t'ousand pesos T lose in Brr.y- 
■field; twenty t'ousand more I have j 
spend with Senor Morwych. One word 
to my friend, the chief of police, and 
Mexacana—she close up! But T weel 
rot say the word. Instead I geev 
©ne baile on the night of the to¬ 
morrow—caramba, yes! You ' know 
why—leetie dove? Because, after we 
have dance* nil night, you shall of 
your own accord go way weeth me." 

Dolores quivered like a bird under 
the spell of a serpent. Morwych 
took In the situation at a glance, 
eased himself Into a chair by the 
tide of the Border Nightingale, and 
pent for more drinks. No one could 
spin a quicker or more artful fabric 
In less time than the Mexacana 
Spider. Don Tostado’s mood changed 
to on© of merriment. 

"Ho-ho-ho.” he roared. "So, it ees 
what the Americanos call only a 
•stall,’ eh? There is then no sweet¬ 
heart who would dispute weeth Don 
Tostado lor the favor of the lady he 
have select? Bueno! Senor Mor¬ 
wych, I hold the danza in your place, 
and I pay for everyslng. Now, I 
must go San Rey for sell fifteen 
t'ousand barrls oil. But when I come 
back—we have gran' times! Adios, 
amigo!—Flower of my heart, I say ! 
the sweet good night!" 

That you may pass it well, senor." 
Xtolore6 spoke In her native tongue, 
©mall head lowered to hide the tor¬ 
ture in her ©ves. Under the table 
r>ne wrist was being slowly turned 
In the grip of Morwych. 

Th© senor waddled from th© room. 
|The Spider released his clutch. 

•Nice work, kid." he complimented. 
f*He’s good for fifty thousand more 
if he’s kidded along: otherwise—well, j 
Tostado owns the town. Be a sens!- 
Mo k-id: and when you com© back i 
fconx^youc vacation, with Senor bap, i 


I’ll show you how to make some real 
dough." 

The Border Nightingale toyed with 
her fan. 

"Mexacana—it is a ver’ bad place." 
she mused "It should close, senor. 
Bather than do what is in your mind, 
little Dolores—she kills herself." 

* * * * 

M ORWYCH got up, nodded care¬ 
lessly, and went out to see what 
new moths had fallen into his net at 
the Palace. Senorita Romero sank 
back into her chair, eyes on her un¬ 
touched glass of wine. 

At that moment the ivory god re¬ 
warded the patience of Johnny Pow¬ 
ell. sitting alone in one corner of the 
room, and rolling little sugar lumps 
across the table. The little singer 
turned her head and regarded the 
young American wistfully. He 
grinned and pointed to the vacant 
chair opposite him. In a moment she 
had fluttered, wide-eyed, to his table. 

"Amigo m!o, was it an angel of 
God who bad© you not to leave me 
alone?" 

"An angel?" said Johnny, "In Mex¬ 
acana? Sister, there's only one angel 
here, and I can’t figure out why she’s 
bangin' around. I get my tips from 
th© dice.” 

"Dice." Her quick eyes beheld the 
sugar lumps. Before he could guard 
them, one small hand took quick pos¬ 
session. On the upturned fface of 
I each cube was a penciled heart. 
Johnny Powell grew very red. 

"Just klddln’ myself.” he explained. 
"Wanted to talk to you. but didn't 
know whether you cared for home 
talent. I run the game at Brayfleld'*. . 
Been shooting sugar lumps six nights 
now. and this is the first time 1 threw 

I th© double house sign." 

Senorita Romero veiled her ey»s 
j under long lashes, and spoke with ' 
difficulty because of th© beating of 
her heart. 

"Thou art Senor Johnnay Pow-ell." | 
she pronounced. "—who have never i 
; wrong a woman, and who have kill 1 
; men who cheat. They say that the | 
j pobrecitas—the poor little ones at the j 
j Palacio—those who wear the red rib- I 
j bons—they get the money from you J 
I to go home when no one els© will i 
i give. You see. I know much." 

"You sure do." admitted Johnny. ! 
"I’m a had muehacho. but I guess 1 j 
ain’t what you would call rotten. 
Who's been talking to you?’ 

"Madam Double-chin. T live at h*r! 
house." 

The face of young Erayfield's 
gamekeeper hardened. 

"What?" 

"Nay, but thou must not look at me 
like that. Ah, please. To me she 
have been a mother, ar.d have give 
j m© the room that is next to hers. ) 
: With her own hands ore night, did 
j sh© almost strangle the man who 

j would have-" 

She shuddered and concluded: 

| "Amigo. I wish that I was brave, and i 
| could use the pistola too. yes!" 

The jazz orchestra blared into a 
fox-trot, and th© floor resounded to 
the pit-pat of shoe and slipper. John¬ 
ny Powell looked at the Border 
Nightingale. 

"Want to take a chance?” 

"With you. senor? Ah, so gladly!" 
She floated into his arms, and for 
a few precious moments forgot every¬ 
thing else in the realization of a 
dream that sh© had often conjured. 

* * * * 

H ITHERTO he l:ad beei: a distant 
Sir Galahad, the one maiden | 
knight of Mexacana, whose phantom 
she had summoned to her aid in the 
name of womanhood Now sh© was 
\ actually in the shelter of his arms, 
and he had called her to his side 
because of sugar lumps that showed 
a pair of hearts. Th© wonder of it 
all was still In her eyes a»© they re¬ 
turned to their table. As for Johnny 
he was young, and sh© was very 
pretty. 

"I have an aunt.” she told him shy¬ 
ly. "an aunt who have one time love 
an Americano. He was an engineer, 
and veree brave and handsome. But 
he was kill’, and so all her life Tia 
Christina was veree sad. like me." 
Johnny looked incredulous. 

"Naj'," she told him, "I speak truly. 
The Romeros have once owned all 
San Rey, but with the revolutions. It 
go until there was nothing but my 
voice to keep my father and mother 
alive. Now they are dead, and Do¬ 
lores is alone. A little while now— 

! and the Border Nightingale is no 
| more. Th© name itself means ‘Sad 
j One.’ senor May I keep thy lumps 
of azucar?" 

Johnny Powell studied the girl in 
front of him. Brayfleld himself used 
to say that th© man did not live who 
could stand at Johnny’s table for five 
minutes without having been classi¬ 
fied correctly. 

"Girl." said Johnny. "I was think¬ 
ing of riding across the border to¬ 
morrow on business. I’d like to bring 
a little souvenir. Maybe a ring would 
bring you luck—or is that rushing 
things?" 

Th© blood flamed into th© cheeks 
of th© Border Nightingale. She low¬ 
ered her eyes. 

"Ah. amigo." she said softly—“if 
thou would bring me a ribbon for 
my hair!" 

"Sure I’ll bring you a ribbon,” said 
Jcftmny. "What color would you like?" 

Dolores studied the eyes of Sir Gal¬ 
ahad. 

"It must be a blue ribbon." sh© de¬ 
cided, "a most heavenly blue. For 
look you—It is also the color of th© 
Virgin, who was most pure; and I 
assure thee. John-nay mio. little 
Dolores, she has the right to wear 
it. Dost thou believer* 

Johnny nodded his head to show 
that h© both believed and knew. 

"Leave It to me," h© told her. T'm 
th© blue ribbon kid. Feel a little 
happy now. don’t you?" 

She nodded dumbly. 

"Me. too.” said Johnny. "Now I 
have to get back on the job. Nobody 
bothering you. is there?” 

She shook her head. The safety of 
Johnny Powell had suddenly become 
very precious to th© Border Night¬ 
ingale. 

"In that case," h© told her. *T11 
have to win a little money for a 
ranchita with some mango trees.” He 
went away, smiling happily. 

* * * * 

L IFE moves swiftly at Mexacana. 

An hour later Brayfleld’s young 
gamekeper was imprisoned in the 
cuartel. 

Nine time® the house bad lo«t. and 
there waa twenty-two hundred dol- 




SS'i 


mm 





wiM 


Wili 










t \ 




"UK IOI OKI) HKIt A LITTLE CLOSER. AND DREW 15\(.K AGAINST THE WALL. ‘SHOOT!” 
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lars on the table. The law of aver- I 
ages was yielding to the reckless 
play of Pan« ho Gonzales, gunman 
from tlie Tres Pinos country. Back | 
of an imperturbable mask, th© mind j 
of JohniV Powell analyzed swiftly 
the last nine throws, and recalled 
that Gonzales had first rolled the die© 
clear down the table, and they had 
bem tossed ba<‘k to him by a t'at man 
with'beady eyes, chewing nervously! 
upon a black cigar. 

"Just a minute amigo " said Johnny 
Powell. "I feel a little •superstitious. 
Try your luek with these bones, and ! 
I’ll relieve you of tire otheis." 

He reached into the case, and ! 
tossed out another pair of die©. 

"Por !»!«•?. no!" flared the man from ■ 
Tres Pinos. "I keep th© di. e l v which 
I ween! Yuu think 1 cheat?" 

Thirty men. packed nrotird the long 
table, held their breath 

"I told you T was jus? supersti¬ 
tious.” reminded Johnny. "The house 
has th© right to change th© dice at 
any time Use that pair, or pick up 
your money.” 

Pancho Gonzales drew and find. ( 
The shot went wild. There was a j 
flash of blue from the other side of 1 
th© table, a spurt of red- ami th*' : 
man from Tres Pinos went down. No, 
one else sirred or spoke. 

"All right.” sighed Johnny Powell. , 
"Pick up your money. !•••>.«.. and g* ? ! 
out. Don't you move, Morwyeh— -I’ve 
got you covered. Everybody else.: 
beat it!” 

In a few minutes Braytield's was! 
cleared of its usual patrons. There 
remained only Johnny Powell and his j 


"Ah!” she quavered "I have loved 
all along, and now thou art in dan¬ 
ger." 

Johnny Powell waved one hand at 
tli© gold-braided bailiff, and that In¬ 
dividual discreetly withdrew, thereby 
missing the sight of Braytield’s young 
gamekeeper bending hi® head to meet 
upturned lips. . 

"There." said Johnny, "that shows 
how I stand. Now you go on hack 1 
home, honey-—and tonight you’ll have; 
jour blue ribbon." 

Sh© departed unwillingly, with many > 
backward glances. loiter in the day j 
sh© returned and was told that Senor ; 
Powell was no longer there. So she 
went back to Mme. Double-chin’s 
and all that afternoon was busy with j 
mos delightful preparation*. 

Johnny Powell cam© riding bade ; 
from Fan Ramon, in his pocket a blue 
ribbon for the dark hair of the Bor¬ 
der Nightingale. 

From out of the gathering darkness 
a rifle spoke sharply. The youth threw 
up both hands, swayed in the saddle 
and then slid slowly off—to sprawl in 
the road, fane downward and inert. 

A long minute passed. Then the 
chaparral at the roadside crackled 
and there ©merged, warily, a native 
rural©, rifle in hand. H© walked cau¬ 
tiously toward the prostrate figure in 
the road and bent over. A swarthy 
sandaled foot was not two inches 
from Johnny Powell’s right hand— 
ai d in another second the positions 
of the two men were reversed. 

"Your aim was pretty good.” said 
Johnny, "but not quite good enough. 


\ iff ME. DOUBLE-CHIN hurried into, 
Dolores* room an hour later with ! 
the tidings she had Just learned from | 
Little Bill. 

"Dearie.” she panted, Humpin’ aw- ; 
ful's happened. Johnny broke jail. ; 
and they grabbed him a littl© while j 
ago at the office of the Jefe Politico, i 
He put up an awful fight, but there 
was too many of ’em. They’ll put J 
him against a wall before mornin*. 
Ain't that hell, dearie?” 

The Border Nightingale reeled , 
against the door. 

"Madre de Dios!” she wailed. "He i 
did 'not escape! The commamlante . 
told no* that he let my querido go. 
John-nay. John-nay mio* Where is ' 

| 

"Ain't f said that the ruraies lave! 
got him? Honey, it's a frame-up 
You get hold of Morwych, dearie' j 
Get hold of him quick! When Bray- 1 
field ain’t here Mike’s th© only man , 
who can fix things. Run. dearie! For 
Gawd's sake, got hold of Morwych!’’ 

Morwych was waiting, and he 
laughed 

"You ain't talkin' t*» me.” he told! 
her. "Your jail-breaking friend is the j 
bird w ho advised me last night never i 
to walk on the same side of the street ! 
with him again. Well. I'm just sit- ! 
tin* nice and pretty.” 

' But he did nut es- ape—and he but . 
used the listoia to defend—Ah. Dios. 

I see In your eye that you have done 
this-” 

You do, huh? Well, you should 
have seen things a little earlier. Go 
up to th© * ttartel in the morning and 



“THERE WAS A FLASH OF BLUE. A SPURT OF' RED—AND THE MAN FROM TRES PINOS WENT DOWN.’ 


fellow gamekeepers, the prostrate f 
figure on the floor, and Mike Mor¬ 
wych. 

Johnny walked up to the proprietor 
of the Palace, tore open the lat¬ 
ter’s coat, and reaching one hand into 
the left vest pocket, withdrew a pair 
of dice with the Brayfleld housemark. 
They were apparently identical with 
the ivory cubes that Pancho Gonzales 
had been using, but there was this , 
difference: The dice on the table had 
the usual markings—the trey on the , 
right and the four on the left when 
the ace was uppermost and the deuce i 
in front, but on the dice taken from 
Morwych’s pocket, this order was re- 1 
versed, and by that token Johnny 1 
knew* his own dice. Cold blue eyes 
looked at Morwych. 

"Don't you ever come in here 
again," warned Johnny. "Don’t even 
walk on the same side of the street— 
understand? Get out now before I 
drill you.’’ 

Morwych left without saying a 
word. Johnny Powell surrendered, 
and even though his employer was 
away he knew how things were man¬ 
aged. so he slept peacefully on a 
couch in the* commandante's office. 

E ARLY in the morning Senorita 
Romero hurried to the cuarteL 


Who told you to pot me? Pronto— 
or I let you have it!” 

"The word has go out that you 
have escape, sesnor. There is 500 
pesos on your head." 

The young American digested this 
information slowly. 

"Somebody’s pulling trick dice 
again.” he muttered. "If you don't 
mind, amigo, we’ll change horses and 
outfits and you'll stay here for a 
while." 

Johnny, leaving his captive bound 
hand and foot, resumed his journey, 
to all outward appearances a sol ado 
scouting in the moonlight for an es¬ 
caped prisoner. 

For some reason the commandante 
at the cuartel had readily granted 
him twelve hours’ leave, and then 
proclaimed his a jail-breaker. It was 
the oldest of border trick9—this 
"killed while trying to escape.” But 
who was usi^r loaded dice? Mor¬ 
wych ! ▼ 

Johnny Powell drew rein. Behind 
him lay the American border and 
safety; ahead blinked the lights of 
Mexicana, where, at 11 o’clock, Don 
Tostado’s bail© would open at Mike 
Morwych’s place. He struck off in a 
brisk canter toward Mexicana. 


get your blue ribbon; it'll have some 
pretty red spots on it.” 

Th© Border Nightingale closed her 
eyes, anil her fragile body puivered 
from head to foot. Tn that brief mo¬ 
ment she attained crucifixion. When 
she again looked at Morwych, she 
was as hard and self-possessed as he. 

"Bueno!” she accepted. “All is over. 
Now I shall play the game at Mexa¬ 
cana too! Senor John-nay Powell 
goes in Pafety across the border be¬ 
fore morning. You know why?" 

"I’ll lay you a thousand he don't.” 

"Then, senor. you lose, because to¬ 
night I wrap Don Tostado around my 
leetie finger, and in the morning I go 
’way with him, and for love of me. he 
do just what I say! Does he not own 
the Jefe Politico? Has he not been 
lobbed by you? Bueno!” Her voice 
rose to a shriek. "Harm but one hair 
on th© head of my querido, and the 
woman who goes away with Don Tos¬ 
tado will make him close up Mexa¬ 
cana, and send you to the wall!” 

O-ho! The little moth had become 
a tarantula! Morwych blinked. 

"No use us trying to cut each 
other's throats.” he grunted. "You 
take care of Tostado: I’ll tak© care 
of your friend." 

"You—I do not trust," she anttwer- 


| ed. "Tostado himself shall obtain the 
' release, and it is to be remembered 
I by you that if anything happens af- 
j terward, you still pay!" 

* * * * 

D ON TOSTADO’S baile that night 
was a most memorable occasion, 
j "Cost much, but what I care?" said 
! th© senor "Vira the Nightingale! 

; Vatnos, everybody! When the mom- 
1 ii*g tome. Don Tostado go ’way wiz 
1 the priina senorita of th© worl’. Ees 
• it not so, l©etle dove? Flower of 
my heart, w© dance again!" 

I "It shall be ever as thou g&yest.” 
i said littl© Dolores. "Thou art indeed 
a galanteador who is irresistible, and 
I l ain thy slave. Out of th© goodness 
of thy heart though, thou wilt see 
• that no harm befalls the young 
I Americano who give me ribbons?" 

I "Have I not said so? ’Ver good, it 
ces already done. You shall send 
j back the i inta you now wear, to your 
| frien’ and sa> zat Don Tostado have 
tell him to go wa>. Me. I put one 
t’ousan. diamonds on each leetie fin¬ 
ger. M©. I'm bes’ caballero in w orl !” 

Th© hours flew by on the wings of 
revelry • • • Dawn brought the first 
i flush to purple mountain tops. Juan 
, f'abrillo secretary to the Jefe Politico. 

; ?»rej*ented himself at th© cuartel He 
] had notes both from his ex4;ellency. 

who was indisposed, and from Senor 
, Morw.veh. who was also drunk. It 
| was all a mistake about the Ameri¬ 
cano. 

"Bueno!" 

The matter had been adjusted, he 
was to go free 
"Bueno!" 

The secretary had a note from her 
who uas th© lady of Don Tostado’s 
choice—also a hair-ribbon: the 
Americano would understand 
"Bueno!” again! Who cares? 

So. at the hour which is usually 
selected for removing a man from the 
cuartel to a spot against the adobe 
wall, they liberated Johnny Powell 
and handed him a note, from Senorita 
Romero, accompanied by a hair rib- 
1 bon that was not as beautiful as the 
one in his pocket. The message was 
this. 

".Senor Powell 

"1 return thy r.bbou that thou 
mayst understand there is nothing 
any longer between us. Senor Tos¬ 
tado. who is very rich and honorable, 
is to take me away, and this morn-I 
ing I go with him Joyfully. Becaus© 
of his goodness of heart he has in¬ 
terceded in thy behalf, but thou art 
to cross to thine own country at 
once and never return. 

"I who am most proud and happy 
advise thee to think no more of 

*'DOIX>RES ROMERO.” 
Johnny fingered the satin bow. and 
h : s sensitive fingers, trained to de- ; 
! tect the slightest irregularity in an 
I ivory cube, felt the crinkle of paper 
( under the center knot of th© ribbon. 
He stuffed the bow carelessly into his 
coat pocket. 

"Make a nice little souvenir.’ he 
said to the secretary. “Tiene cigar¬ 
illo?” 

Tin* secretary proffered cigarette 
and shrugged apologetically. "Ilis 
excellency would prefer that you not 
return to the hotel, and so I have 
myself to collect your money at 
Senor Braytield’s. It ees here. We 
rid© south to Ayala, and there you 
may cross.” 

"You’re some little master of cere¬ 
monies:." Johnny acknowledged. "Lead j 
on!” 

Twenty feet, past a jutting rock 
that liid them from view of the cuar¬ 
tel on the hill. Johnny Powell leaned 
forward in the saddle, and his right 
fist caught Juan Cabrillo just behind 
the ear. The secretary to his excel¬ 
lency slumped off sideways, and 
sprawled face downward in the dust. 
Forth from Johnny I’owell's pocket 
came his lady’s ribbon. Under the 
knot was a second note. His eyes 
deciphered the lines written hurriedly 
In pencil; 

"Querido Mio: 

"Thy kiss is still warm on my Ups 
—how can 1 go to my death, knowing 
thou wilt think me false? Tostado is 
old and ugly, and a most terrible 
monster. But the price was thy life, 
beloved—and gladly therefore do I 
pay. 

"In my bosom there is poison I have 
got from la Belle Helene. This will 
I take when thou hast reached safety. 
Go, and in the days to com© (may 
they be many, ainor mio) think 
some times of the little one who is no 
more. 

"Adios— 

"DOLORES." 

Juan Cabrillo was coming to life. 
Brayfield’s gamekeeper slapped, and 
shook, and clawed the man out of his 
stupor, found a gun and jammed It 
into Cabrillo’s ribs—pulled the whole 
wretched story out of him in gasps. 

"At the Casa Cruz," shuddered his 
victim, "on the C&mino San Miguel. 
SI si—they are to breakfast there. 
Mercy, senor. do not kill!" 

Flung bodily into the mesquite, 
Cabrillo lapsed again into coma and 


his horse, cut across the flank with 
a rawhide, galloped off over the mesa. . 
Johnny Powell regained his own sad- i 
die. wheeled and struck off toward 
Casa Cruz. 

* * * * 

W HERE the white ’dobc walls of 
Casa Cruz welcome the traveler,; 
Johnny Powell flung himself off a 
wind-blown horse. In th© courtyard 
a dozen of Don Tostado’s soldados 
sprawled on benches, but he had a 
drawn revolver in his hand, and they 
made no move until he had disap¬ 
peared through the doorway of the 
casa itself. Then they closed the 
heavy gates, and flocked toward the 
patio. 

Johnny Powell was standing in th© 
doorway of the dining room, Juan 
Oabrillo’s revolver trained on a fat 
cockatoo, and his left hand beckon- ; 
ing to the spellbound Senorita Rom- i 
ero. Dolores skrieked a warning, i 
but it was to late. Behind the young i 
American. Jose Garcia, proprietor of 
the Casa Cruz, appeared suddenly 
w’itli a heavy wine bottle. H© brought 
it down with compelling force on the 
head of Johnny Powell, and Johnny 
crumpled up. 

When he came to himself. Dolores 
was kneeling by his side in the 
courtyard, and they were surrounded 
bj* a wall of Tostado’s men 

"Querido mio." whispered a voice. 
"I had so hoped to save thee! Thou 
shouldst have gone. But. ah. beloved, 
i I understand!" 

He nodded dully, and struggled to 
his feet, swaying like a drunken man. 

He put a protecting arm around 
the Border Nightingale and steadied 
! himself. In front of them stood Senor 
Tostado. holding in his fat hands a 
blue hair ribbon and two notes that 
had been taken from the captive’s 
pocket. Th© senor's dark eyes w*ere 
ringed with red. A cockatoo does 
not like to have his crest sheared 
away. 

‘‘So,’* he hissed, "it is the gringo ' 
that I already save* from being shot, 
who would interfere some more, eh? 
And you, senorita—you theenk that 
I * a:T1 a*nd ugly and such a mon- j 
stair, eh? You try to make the fool) 
of Don Tostado—no? I show you a 
leetie joke, too! With your backs i 
against the wall—both! Yamos!" 

Johnny Powell's head cleared in- i 
stan*l> ; but his face went linen : 
white. 

"Hold on.” he pleaded. "She's not ’ 
in on this. Smear me all over the j 
' place if you want. But you let this • 
little girl go. You’re a good fellow.! 
hombre—you’re a big sport, see? You | 
wouldn t shoot a baby just because 
j she did a little klddln'. She didn't 
• mean-” 

J Dolores put a small hand over his , 
I mouth. Her eyes wer© lit with the ! 
flam© of a Joan of Arc. 

"Hush, beloved! Did I r.ot tell thee I 
there was poison in my bosom. Queri¬ 
do. w© die together; otherwise, we | 
but die apart." 

Sh© turned to Tostado. "Senor. may i 
I but have the ribbon that is so blue? ! 
^ ou will not refuse a last request." 1 
"What I care?” roared th© senor. ! 
"Ho-ho—let your lover tie the ribbon ! 
in your hair, and then say good-bye 
i with one leetie kees—so! It will be 
a good play in the theater. Two 
| minute’, I ring down the curtain— 
j Amigos, to your guns.” 

Tite little Border Nightingale turn¬ 
ed to Johnny Powell. Her hands 
; pressed into his th© satin sjTTibol of 
their fragile romance. They are brave 
j little creatures, these Mexicana moths! 
i "Look you." she exclaimed, "where 
, th© braid begins. John-nay mio! Give 
I no thought to him. . . . We are I 


married, and all is well. With your 
right hand, so—and then the clasp 
under and back. , . . There is a 

catch, beloved—often have I dreamed 
of this. ... Ah. bravo! Thou art 
admirable! And now tell me, do you 
love, or no?” 

She twisted in his arms, just an 
though they had been alone, and 
death was not a matter of seconds 
"Girl—oh, girl/* said Johnny Pom 
ell. "you’re braver than I am. an<. 
I love you!" 

# * * * 

H E folded her a little closer, at.tl 
drew back against the wall, v 
moment he steeled himself, and then 
looked at Don Tostado. 

"Shoot!" 

Dolores hid her face against hi? 
coat. Johnny Powell's lips caresse*' 
her hair. What lovers! What chi. 
dren! 

Over the face of Senor Don .lo** 
Maria T*opez Tostado there passed tf * 
look of an artist who stands sp©' 
bound before th© work of a ri\a 
hand. He continued to contemplate 
the masterpiece. Somehow he n 
longer looked like a cockatoo, and h.s 
dark eyes reflected first growing i- 
credulity, then profound admiratin* 
and finally the divine light of e 
heaven-sent idea. He waved a pudg 
hand at his ruraies. 

"Go ’way. leetie mens, go 'wa>. 
am a ver' gran* Caballero. All by n • 
self I desire to have my revenge.” 

The ragged firing squad low* 
their weapons and lazily withdrew 
The senor advanced upon the love • 
"Listen, you naughty leetie ones, 
directed. “J have an idea that is mu- 
more better. Look you, in the stab’* 
are two ver’ good horses. Thes* yn 
will mount at once. Ovair there is t • 
road to San Miguel, where the leet'- 
padre live’ that ride a white burr*, 
and beyond lies the country that. S 
safe for children. Thees shall be th<- 
gran’ revenge of Senor Don Jos. 
Maria Lopez Tostado. who ees old a- 
ugly and a tnonstalr, but still the be. 
caballero in the worl”." 

He drew himself erect and snapp- 
one hand to his sombrero. 

"Senor. I salute!" 
lie bowed as low as his waist 1 : 
would permit. 

"Senorita. 1 kees the hand of ? 
only lady I nevair ween. And no* 
adios amigos! But no’ First—h< 
ho-ho! I buy one dr©enk!" 

Far down the west coas?. «a: >. 
wiched between the new railroad an*, 
the very old sea. there is a ranch : a 
where of evenings two sit in t • 
moonlight, and figure up the profit 
from the carloads of tomatoes tha 1 
go forth in everincreaaing number 
Dolores rolls th© cigarettes for ho?’ 
and sings canciones d© amor in de¬ 
fiance to th© mountain lions that 
sometimes whimper in the canyon?. 

In the autumn Mme. Double-chi: 
came down to visit them. With dia¬ 
monds fr4jm off her own fingers d •. 
she seal the lips of a rural© who came 
across a fat and loathsome thing o: * 
morning, huddled among the rocks 
that border the Mexacana highway 
"Johnny.” muses Mme. Double-chm. 
"sooner or lan .* a man gets ju>' 
what’s cornin’ to him in this world 
You remember Sadie—the little bio:.-, 
with the cough that worked in th* 
restaurant? Morwych didn't knov 
that was Little Rill's sister. We;: 
dearie, in a spot y< u could cover w. 
a saucer; six shots, and every one . 
them- 1 -" 

"Hush.” says Ji/.mny. ' Here coin* 
the missus-" 

And Dolores I’owc,; appears, w'•' 
smile on her lips and the brighre.?' 
of blue ribbons in her hair. 
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into th* car. it looked almost like 
th’ pitchers in th* pamphlet, or 
wud’ve if all th’ boots had been re¬ 
moved. 

"Th’ seen© was rendered more at¬ 
tractive be th’ prisine© iv th’ fair 
sect. A charmin’ woman is always 
charmin', but niver more so thin on 
a sleepin'-car in th* mornin’ afther 
a hard night's rest an’ forty miles 
fr'm a curlin’-ir’n. 

"With their pretty faces slightly 
sthre&ked b© th* right iv way, their 
eyes dancin' with suppressed fury, 
an’ their hair almost straight, they 
make a pitcher that few can f rget 
an’ they're lucky. 

"But me eyes were not fr thim. 
To tell y© th’ thruth, Hlnnissy, I was 
hungry. I thought to find a place 
among th’ coal in m© Tr wan iv thim 
sumchous meals T had r-read about, 
an’ I summoned th’ black prince 
who was foldin’ up th’ beddin’ with 
his teeth. 

** *1 wud like a breakfast fr'm ve er 
superbly equipped buffay.' says I. T 
pot ye.’ says he. ’We have canned 
lobster, canned corn beef, canned to¬ 
matoes. canned asparaygus. an' 
wather fresh fr’m th’ company's own 
spring at th* Chicago wather wur- 
ruks,’ he say& 

“'Have ye annything to eat?’ says 
I. ‘.Sind me th’ cook,’ I says. T’m th’ 
cook,' says he. wiping a pair iv shoes 
with his sleeve. ’What do ye do ye'er 
cookin’ with?* says I. 'With a can- 
opener,' says he, givin’ a hearty 
laugh. 

"An' ho w© whiled th’ time away 
till Saint Looey was reached. O'Brien 
an’ his wife nursed me back to lire: 
I rayturned In th© daytime, an’ here 
I am, almost as well as before I made 
mo pleasure Jaunt. 

"I’m not going to do it again. Let 
thim that will bask in their comforts. 
I stay at home. Whiniver I feel th’ 
desire to fly through space I throw 
iliven dollars out iv th’ window*, put 
a cinder into me, eye an’ go to bed 
on a shelf in th* closet. 


itj GUESS, Hinnissy, whin ye come 

J. to think Iv it, they ain’t anny 
such thing as luxury In thravel. We 
was meant to stay where we fqund 
oursilves first, aoi’ travel In’ is con¬ 
trary to nature. 

"I can go fr’m Chicago to New* 
York in twinty hours, but what’s th’ 
matter with Chicago? 

"I can injye places betther be not 
poin’ to thim. I think iv Italy as th’ 
home iv th* Pop©, but Hogan, who 
has been there, thinks iv it as th’ 
home Iv th’ flea. I can see th’ dome 
iv St. Pether® rialn* again’ th’ sky, 
but he can on’y see th’ cabman that 


charged him a thousand - i 
carry* him arounn th’ block. 

"I think iv W w York as u pia* <■ 
wheer people , shinin’ tlv-ir «lia # 
monds with satin napkins, but i 
know a man down there that dhrives 
a thruck. I've always wanted to see 
th* Rocky mountains, hut they don i 
look as tall near by as they do fa- 
away. 

"They ain't anny easy way 
travel In*. Our ancesthors ti.dr. . 
have anny fast t lira Ins, but the; 
didn't want thim. They looked o: 
a man thravelin’ as a man dead, ar 
so he is. 

"Comfort is in havin’ things where 
ye can reach thim. A man is a- 
comfortable on a camel as on a 
private car. an* a man who cud injy© 
bouncin’ over steel rails at sixty 
miles an hour cud go to sleep on top 
Iv a donky injin©. 

"Th’ good Lord didn't intind us t-> 
b© gaddin' around th’ nurruhi. Th 
more we thry to do it th' harder t!.- 
made f'r us. 

"A man is supposed to take hi? 
meals an’ his sleep in an attichood Iv 
repose. It ain’t na« hral to begin « r. 
a biled egg at Galesburg an* end on .: 
at Bloomington. 

"We weren't expected to .*iprea«J 
meal over two hundred miles, an’ our 
snores over a thousand. 

"If tho Lord had wanted San Fran¬ 
cisco to be near New York he’d have 
put it there. Th* railroads haven’t 
made it anny nearer. It's still tin 
thousan’ miles, or whaliver it is. an' 
ye'd be more tired if ye reached 1* 
in wan day thin ye wud If ye did it. 
in two months In a covered wagon an" 
stopped f*r sleep an’ meal®. 

*‘Th’ faster a thrain goes th nearci 
th* jints iv* th’ rails ar-re together. 
Man was meant to stay where h© is 
or walk. If Nature- had intinded us 
to fly she wud’ve fixed us with wings 
an* taught us to at© chicken-feed.” 

"But tli’ railroad.?: assist Nature." 
said Mr. Hennessy. 

"They do." said M-. Dooley. • The> 
make it hard to thravel." 
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Novel Motor Canoe. 

jT is reported that a western man 
has built a most unusual water 
craft in the form of a motor canoe. 
He took an ordinary canoe and 
placed in th© bow a detachable motor 
boat arrangement, which pulls the 
canoe forward when the motor is 
operated reversely. At the stern of 
the canoe he rigged tip an airplane 
propeller, which is driven by a sep v 
arate engine. In order to insure, 
safety, pontoons were fastened on 
either sld© of th© craft, and th*- 
steering gear of both motors was 
placed within easy reach near the 
center of the canoe. 
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